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This is quite a year for big moves, it seems. 
The O'Brien-Shaw partnership has left for the 


smogs of LA. Steve Johnson moved into Steve 
Reubart's old apartment, and Steve Reubart moved 


to our North Halsted Street in Chicago. Bob 
Halloran has gone back to New Jersey for awhile. 


Xerox has been tossing around the possibility 
of moving Carol and me somewhere, but it can't 
seem to make up its mind as of this writing. We 
£00 could well be buying one-way tickets in the 
near future. 


What does this mean to GT .and PyroTechnics? 
Well, that depends. Pyro will come out as long as 
I have material to fill it. From my vantage point 
in the thick of things here in Chicago I can pick 
up a lot of things first hand. If they move me 
out to the hinterlands where nothing is going on, 
I will become utterly dependent on mail tidings 
for GT news. If it doesn't come in I can't print 
it. The importance of letting me know what's 


going on is immense; crucial to the concept of 
Pyro as newsletter. It's important now; if we 


move it will be all that makes Pyro meaningful. 


Tolliver wrote me an intriguing letter 


introducing Rapid Expansion Corporation. He 


“thought it puzzling, that with several GT members 


in Columbus, nobody ever saw one another or did 
anything. Accordingly, he's trying to whomp up 4 
little enthusiasm with Rapid Expansion as a 
rallying point. The idea of General Technics as a 
parent company of smaller local pursuits was the 
original idea, in fact; the only problem being 
that Tulliots ConTex Systems was the only child 
company available for GT to be parent of. I think 
the idea is basically a sound one, as long as the 
smaller groups keep a larger identity with General 
rechnics. 


The upshot of all this is that we ought to do 
something between conventions, regardless of who 
goes where, if ae takes a little more 
organization than we have had thus far to do it, I 
eantt object. Steve Johnson is living in columbus 
as of yesterday (Sept 11) and if Steve and Jeff 
can't get things moving down there in Cowtown it's 
a lot deader than 1 thought it was. 


Let me know your thoughts on all of this, 
either by mail or at Windycon if you're there. 


Yeah, I Kinda Thought So Dept. Over the years 
we have overlooked a helluva lot of crap in Analog 
magazine, to no great consequence. Sturgeon's Law 
and all that, even to such an incredible blunder 
as Minotaur in a Mushroom Maze on the cover last 
year. (That was the silliest thing I have read 
anywhere in at least a decade.) A reliable source 
who ought to know if anybody should has told me 
that the decision to put "Cold Cash War" on 
Analog's cover was a highly political one, and 
that to swing it Asprin threw his influence around 
wholesale. 


It figures. The story's premise is 
ridiculous, the writing lousy, and the topic one 
of the ugliest imaginable. Any story in the 
magazine would have made a better cover subject. 
Asprin's obsession with blood, knives, guns, 
street fighting and killing for money is sickening 
enough on its own; it saddens me to see it 
legitimized on the cover of our best SF outlet. 
Worse yet that the man would use his influence to 
get it there. 


GENERAL 
TECHNICS | 


What can we do? Not much. Write to Bova and 
complain; avoid associating with Asprin; grind 
your teeth. This mercenary thing is getting a 
little old; I'd like to see the Dorsai put on 
their thinking caps and come up with some more 
imaginative perversion to play with. And let's: 
hope Analog will resume its role of exploring new 
ideas. Mercenaries didn't help George III keep 
the colonies. They are an idea whose time never 
was. 

a) 
Sane 


GUARKS 


After much sweating (and surprisingly little 
waiting, hurray!) your editrix received her Novice 
amateur radio license from the FCC last month. 
Her call is WD9OGLG. Kathy Flassig thought for 
only a moment before suggesting “Good Looking 
Girl" as a mnemonic; I agree, but why restate the 
obvious? - 


Jeff Tolliver has come across with a terrific. 


.-jgilk sereen template for a new style GT shirt.: 


The stencil has the GT symbol, alone, done up to 
be about six by seven inches. This might be nice 
to put on the back of your GT shirt with the small 
insignia up front, or just up on the front by 
itself. In any case, if I am indeed at Windycon 
(and I damned well intend to be) your editrix and 
I will be screening T-shirts. We will be using 
white ink, so your best bet would be to bring a 
black T-shirt. I'm investigating getting good 
quality black shirts from a dealer in my office's 
building downtown. We won't be selling shirts, 
say, at a hucker table; they will be sold only to 
genuine GT people as listed in The Mob, or else by 
special arrangement. It's possible to join GT at 
a con, but only by giving me stamps; that remains 
the major difference between GT people and just 
folks. Let me know soon if you would like to buy 
a whole shirt instead of bringing your own. Tell 
me your size if you do. (S, M, L, or XL) 


Trips to local parts and surplus dealers. will 
be arranged on Saturday of Windycon if anybody's 
interested. Check out It May Qr May Not Come in 
the Mail of Pyro #6 for possible places. 


Some years back I bought a lot of stuff from a 
deceased ham's estate. It included a seven foot 
tall Signal Corps relay rack containing a kilowatt 
SSB linear and an unfinished CW transmitter using 
an 813 in the final. All home-brew. The power 
supply uses a full wave rectifier composed of 4 
866A mereury vapor tubes, and puts out about three 
thousand volts at a couple hundred mils. The 
power supply I rebuilt an tested; the linear 
itself I have not. The uptake is that the whole 
thing is going, free of charge, in its grubby 
entirety, to the first techie showing up with 
means to cart it out of my mother's basement and 
take it away forever. 


A lot of GT people are either pondering, 
planning, or aetively building robots at this 
time. If you are doing any.of the above, let me 
know so we can print up a GT robot progress 
summary in Pyro #10. 


>» 

GENERAL TECHNICS is an organization of 
fannish techies (and not techish 
fannies, aS some wiseass reported) 
who share data, resources, and ex- 
perienc in pursuit of a good time 
and occasional profit, The group 
meets mainly at cons, hamfests, and 
private Berserker Weekends. 

MEMBERSHIP is terribly difficult to 
obtain. You must somehow scrape up 
a number of 13¢ stamps, and then at 
great effort write a letter explain- 
ing what your qualifications as a 
techie are to 


Jeff Duntemann 
6424 N, Albany Avenue 
Chicago Illinois, 60645 


including those stamps, If the 
above person can read your hand- 
writing you are an 

APPRENTICE TECHIE and entitled to call 
yourself a member of General Technics, 
You will also receive 

PYROTECHNICS until your stamps run out. 
Renewal of membership is synonymous 
with sending more stamps. If you 
decide to quit, we will use one of 
your stamps to send the rest back to 
you, If you're nuts enough to want 
to become a 

SECRET MASTER UV TECHNOLOGY (SMUT) you 
had better talk to 


Tullio Proni 
1309 Wells Place 
Kalamazoo Michigan, 49001 


because I don't have anything to do 
with it. 

ANYTHING ELSE, ask me, I may not know 
but I'll tell you anyway. 


Since many people have asked, the address of. 
the company that sells the motorized casters we 
nave been using in robots is: Herbach & Rademan, 
Ine. 401 East Erie Avenue Philadelphia PA 19134. 
They ship quickly, especially if you send them a 
money order. Steve and I have forgotten the stock- 
number of the motors, so what you should do is 
write them and ask for a catalog. It contains a 
good deal of other odd stuff, and every techie 
should have it in his files. The motors are 2 for 
$20.00, and the company would perfer to sell them 


in pairs. Next issue we'll describe how to modify 
the motors for easy Joe-style mounting to a flat 
surface. 

aM 

Cae : 
NO SALE 


No, Virginia, it ain't true--nobody is selling 
Joe. 


of the wildest things to come 
down the pike for some time, it’s a natural that 
he'll attract all sorts of attention. Attract it 
he did--at the last Consumer Electronics Show held 
in Chicago earlier in the summer. Steve, Tullio, 
and Jim Fuerstenberg made the scene with Joe in 
tow, and almost literally stole the show. 


Joe being one 


A CB merchandiser spotted the little CB whip 
atop Joe's metal crown and inquired as to his 
radio equipment. When Steve showed him the rather 
battered old Johnson 23 channel unit which is 
Joe's ears, a deal was made quickly enough. If 
Joe would wear the dealer's advertising bumper 
sticker for the remainder of the show, he would 
give us a brand new 40 channel CB, and a snazzy 
néw antenna to boot--for zip money. Chalk up one 
for GT techie know~now. 


- Delivery 


But. that was hardiy the end of it. Joe 
attracted the eye of a New York promoter who 
immediately saw that there might be a market in 
promotional remote-controlled robots to run around 
shows and conventions, hawking this and that and 
attracting attention. He immediately offered to 
buy Joe for 1500 bucks. 


Steve is as good as any of us at smelling big 
money, and needs it as badly as any marginally 
employed college kid. Ditto for Tullio. So they 
proceeded cautiously. The outright sale was 
tempting--cash in hand--but they had a two-pronged 
warning to consider. Selling what had by then 
become the GT symbol, mascot, and major visibility 
point would hardly make friends and influence GT 
members. Secondly, it did not take a mind reader 
to fathom that the promoter would like to mass 
produce Joes for the convention and show trade, 
and to sell an inheritance like that for a mere 
bowl of porrige (albeit green porridge) was 
contrary to GT fiscal policy, as well as common 
sense. 


The counter offer was made: Condense Joe's 
somewhat confused innards to a single circuit 
board, clean up the design, and provide 
documentation, for ten bucks an hour plus parts. 
After some haggling, an agreement was formed, and 


the Proni-Johnson Robot Works began operations. 


For several weekends now Steve has vanished to 
Kazoo city, where he forsakes sleep and food for 
two days in a mad frenzy of robotemaking. The NY 
promoter mentioned Joe to a friend in Hollywood, 
who immediately put in his order, for a clean 2500 
bucks. Two robots are building now in Kalamazoo, 
and at this writing should be mostly finished. 
should be before SunCon. The new robots 
are much more compact and cleaner in design--in 
fact, they are mostly empty space, which is 
exactly what the buyers desire. The idea is to 
stuff Joe with either promotional advertising of 
one sort or another or else use him as a mobile 
snack tray, with a i2V crockpot in place of the 


- usual dome lid. 


Perhaps I shouldn't refer to these new gadgets 
as Joes at all. They are cleanly made, but they 
have no history to them, and very little 
personality. Joe is and always will be a creature 
in the middie of change and constant experiment. 
We fully intend to outfit him with all the latest 
GT improvements as they come up--he is far from. a 
finished item. 


Selling Joe is, in fact, impossible, for the 
simple reason that he's too much of a mess. Too 
many wires doing too many things, and not a great 
deal of order to it. We can keep him going 
because we know him and love him; we put him 
together. As a consumer item he would be a 
failure in his present form, for no other reason 
than a lack of documentation. I would be hard-put 
to draw up a Joe service and maintenance manual; 
it would read like Finnegan's Wake. 


And far more importantly, he has become the 
best symbol of what GT is: a whacky collection of 
odd parts brought together for the sole purpose of 
having fun. We can no more sell him than we could’ 
sell each other. Come to the cons, and watch for 
the trashcan with a heart--the fun has only begun. 


D Gia 


DARTH VAPER APPEARS 
ON " SESAmeE Sik 
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ERic KOLLENBERG 


was brought into the world (a grave mistake on 
someone's part) 2/22/60, in the city of Chicago. 
It didn't take us long to figure out that big, 
crowded cities were not for us. In five years we 
had moved to the suburbs. When I was about seven 
we packed up again and headed for the beautiful 
state of Oregon. It was not exactly crawling with 


jobs for psychiatric social workers, my parents’ 
profession. So it was back to Illinois, this time 
to Quincy. Doomed to environmental 


dissatisfaction we moved again, to Van Wert, Ohio. 
Have any of you ever lived in a hick town? A real 
hick town? (Ask George Ewing. He lives in a town 
so small it hasn't been built yet.--Ed.) If you 
have, no more need be said. This time we moved to 
West Lafayette, a pleasant university town. 


Although I have been reading SF for ten years, 
I have been in fandom per se for only one. My 
interest goes to hard science. My favorite 
authors are Asimov, Clarke, Niven, Silverberg, and 
Simak. 


Although I have always been plagued with 
‘gheapness which prevents me from getting things 
off the drawing board, I have been "designing" 
things since I was a smali child. It started out 
with submarines (I used to be a Jacques Costeau 
freak) but soon widened out to other things. Boy, 
was I mad when f found out that the mechanical 
pencil had already been invented, and that the 
relationship of weight, water displacement, and 
flotation had already been observed. 


After I comete my senior year of high school, 
I plan to get an associate degree in industrial 
illustration technology. After a few years of 
work and saving, I will probably return to get a 
bachelors in mechanical engineering. 
(Incidentally, from the looks of PyroTechnics, 
someone else has had technical iilustration 
training.) (If you can't draw ‘em, you can't 
build ‘em, either--Ed.) 


People are quite right in observing that GT is 
heavily into electronics. Unlike, say, mechanics, 
my only interest in electronics is as a means to 
an end, (one of these days I'm going to put 
together a fuzz box and a passive tone control for 
my electric guitar) and my cheapness has prevented 
me from toying with it much. Consequently a lot 
of GT goes over my head. But I'll learn. 

a) 
Sane 


MASTER PROSPECTUS 


BY MIKE SENTLEY 


HI THERE. This is a preliminary report(number 
NGC1170262567) for the Coveted Master Techie 
Status in the General Technics Scheme of Things, 
all rights removed. 


here, there are several scheming 
minds sleeping away the night hours. They would 
call it sleep; any of those labeled "mundane" by 
the science fiction generatives would call it a 
controlled fusion reaction (if they bothered to 
look it up in the Sook of Words,) but we know 


4s I sit 


better. : 
I, however, am attempting to keep the woodwork 
awake by typing away at this witching hour, 


recording in the process a condensed version of my 


recent efforts worth mentioning to fellow 
sentients everywhere. 
Because of my dedication to A. taking college 


(you'll have to guess 
devotion is not 


sleeping 
priority) my 


courses and 6. 
which has higher 


great. (Phenomenal is a better word.) Behold: 

My techie efforts have been of a software 
nature; my political efforts of a hardware nature. 
CFNORD! FNORD! FNORD! FNORD! FNORD! FNORD! 
FNORD! FNORD! FNORD! FNORD!) 


I am a Plator author, and have been for the 
last year and a half, ship time. Several General 
Technics members have been and are presently Plato 


authors, so this in itselt is no great feat (none 
of this stuff is, actually.) Iam presently 
involved with three projects, two of them savory, 


one of them a big bother. The first is writing a 
small lesson describing to neophytes of the BASIC 
language how to program using string funetions. 
The second is creating a string of lessons 
designed to teach the Loglan language (Loglan 
means Logical language; sorry forthe redundancy) 
which is a language that very few people have 
heard about. This series will be supplemented by 
the implementation of a Votrax unit, a device 
which simulates human speech. this Latter part is 


working now. A spinoff (and the excuse I used to 
get programming space) of this project is the 
writing of the BNF, or Bacus-Nauer Form, of 


Loglan; this will aid in implementing Loglan as a 
true computering language. It is the weirdest 
thing I have ever seen in programming languages. 


The third project is simply writing a 200-300K 
program on Plato using PlatoV terminals with 
floppy disks simulating one or more civilizations 
developing in a galaxy. This work is done with 6 
other people and we are rather excited about it. 
There was a similar project on Plato some years 
ago, but it fell apart only partially completed. 
The problem was that it did not watch its number 
crunching, a big sin on the Plato system. The 
public notefile is being used to assimilate ideas 
for this project is called andromeda, and hence 
the entire project has adopted the name Andromeda. 
If you're on Plato, give me a call, and I'll be 
happy to let you into the file. Other files in 
the project now are -staredit-, -starlib-, 
-qstar-, -frog-, -raven-, (Raven doesn't know this 
yet,) and occasionally -ybasic-. 


My political career is an odd one, of course. 
I came to Urbana expecting to see a large science 
fiction society in action (remember Chambanacon?) 
but to my dismay the SPS had been more or less 
swallowed by 3 groups: The SCA, which presently 
boasts 150 members in this hick town; the 'Popular 
Culture Club! (comic books) (easy, easy...}; and 
the...unh...Federation. NEVER MIND what they're 
into. 


At any rate, when I found this to be the. 
situation, I naturally grimaced and said, "Let 
there be TRUFEN!" and registered the Jargonists 
with the university as a science fiction society. 


The first meeting saw 30 people show up, and 
quite a mix they were. (SCA, PCC, and Fed...) 
Some friends and I controlled the meeting. (Note 
to Mike: Indeed, that structure was Sic. It 
died.--Ed.) We broke up and attempted to meet 
again later. Six showed up at the second meeting. 
To date these six are more or less regular 
attendees, most being veterans of old science 
fiction societies. (MITSFS, of all groups!) 


After five months of getting to know each 
other, we decided the Jargonists Modus Operandi 
needed to be replaced by something more 
conventional in order to bring science fiction to 
more of the populace and to assist in developing 
the tremendous science fiction library that only 
MITSFS and FSJ Ackerman seem to enjoy at this 
moment. We thus created the Champagne-Urbana 
Seienee Fiction Association (ChUSFA, ) elected. 
officials, charged dues, and did all sorts of 
other neat stuff. 


One of the veteran members, upon hearing my 
suggestion that we get a room at the student union 


building (Illini Union, it is called there) to 
house a possible 30,000 volume library, fell out 
of his chair and laughed his socks off. It seems 
that there are, every year, up to 70 Student 


Organizations jockeying for office space. There 
are 22 slots awarded every year, and all 22 
organizations seem to carry clout. Very unlike a 


science fiction society to be one of them. 


So naturally I went down and got us the room. 
Gur membership almost went down to zero with all 
the near-coronaries that week. 


That's all the diatribe I have for this 
report, anless I get to add an addendum; it seems 
that the group which is in. the office we're 
supposed to get does not intend to give it up 
willingly and get moved to another office. So, me 
and the boys were thinking: Does anyone’ know 
where we can rent a few mercenaries 
to..ahem..clear out our stake? You know, . some 
‘people involved in fandom; Jedi Knights? Dorsai? 
(No, but I can send you half a dozen striped 
garden snails. They're about as effective, and a 
lot better looking...--Ed.) 

ates 


es 
ay? 


CORKS AND SCHEMINGS 


Suneon. Suncon. Right. We got off the plane 
in a rainstorm that lasted another 24 hours, and 
found that the Hotel Fontainebleau leaked in many 
places. The hallway outside our 14th floor room 
smelled as though a smoked chub convention had 
been there last week and no one had bothered to 
mop up. Rank. Still, I had Pyros by the dozen in 
my suitcase and I was determined to make GT's 
presence felt. 


By some weird chance, 3 GT rooms happened in 
tight proximity, and soon Steve Johnson and Tullio 
made it four. Mareo Mendez's room was next to 
mine, and Steve's was next to Frank Stodolka's. 
Between the two groups was a single room which was 
occupied by two elderly black ladies attending a 
Southern Baptist Missionary convention, We 
speculate that they hid under the bed a lot. 


Things were quiet the first couple of days 
while we waited for our membership to filter in. 
The art show was impressive. The ocean (once the 
rain stopped falling) was terrific. The hotel was 
a. pile of buffalo chips frozen ass-first in 1964, 
and rapidly falling apart. The boardwalk had 
enough rotten boards to render it uninhabitable. 
Its union employees were doing a lot of lounging 
around, hands out for tips, and a little card in 
all the rooms practically guaranteed you that 
anything left in your room would be stolen. You 
might get the impresison I didn't care for the 
place. You might also be right. 


Miami's remote location kept a lot of people 
from. showing, but come Saturday we had a 
respectable GT turnout. In attendance were Carol 
and I, Bob Halloran, Tullio, Steve Jomnson, Bill 
Higgins, Alice Insley, Mike Mahaffey, Marco 
‘Mendez, Sarah Prince, Martha Soukup, Greg 
Tomensky, Joho Stanley, and Frank Stodolka. 
Frank, representing ATRA, had a huckster table 
next to Tullio, and they were one of the most 
popular tables around. Tullio's raygun assembly 
tine had yeilded 55 guns for the con, and every 
last one went at full price of $28.00. Tullio was 
kept busy, in fact, by nimble fingered people 
pulling the poor guns apart and bringing them back 
for repairs. That's how it goes in the service 
industry, Tullio... 


We had a GT meeting on Saturday afternoon, at 
which old friends met again and current projects 
were discussed. John Stanley revealed his plans 
for Dan, the world's first robot built in plastic 
olive jars. Big plastic olive jars. Dan will use 
the basic GT robot control and drive format, with 
Herbach-Rademan electric casters and a car 
battery. At the meeting we laid plans for a big 
GT party that evening. 


A party requires drinks, and we had none. So, 
we passed the orange felt hat TIT got at the 
meet-the-authors party and collected about 120 
bueks. Steve and Bill Higgins immediately left to 
get the goodies. They were gone, it seemed, quite 
‘a while. 
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Q. Not using any crystals, and prefer. 2/69 TD. When compared to a crystal 
ably a solid state device, recommenda —asciflator, frequency was found to be 
100 kHz sine wave oscillator which stable as long as there were no drastic 
hasa fair amount of stability. temperature changes. The sine wave 

output was nearly perfect. For long- 
A. This is a tunnel diode sine wave term accuracy and stability, a crystal 
oscillator (see the figure} using a GE oscillater is recommended. 


At this point, I should probably mention the 
"corkage fee." Our ever-gracious union-shop hosts, 
who would rather die than see a guest go out of 
his way for anything, have a little service by 
which they will graciously uncork your beer and 
pop for the trifling sum of $12.50 per case. Now, 
in these modern days beer does not have corks in 
it, but heaven forbid we should increase 
unemployment by denying these fine workers their 
chances to be gainfully employed uncorking beer 
eans and stuffing the corks up guests' asses. The 
service, in fact, is mandatory, unless, of course, 
you buy your beer from the hotel since, ahen, 
ahem, of course, ahem, hotel beer doesn't have 
corks to begin with so, well, ahem... 


The front door of the hotel was just crawling 
with union goons, so the GT Mission Impossible 
squad went into action. A little side fire-door 
was found, equipped with one of those alarms that 
screams bloody guts if somebody opens it. One of 
our inside operatives disconnected the alarm with 
three quick twitches of a small screwdriver, and 
then 25 cases of beer and pop went bucket-brigade 
style in the door, down the hall, and up the 
elevator. No sooner did the last case vanish up, 
the elevator than the goons arrived, and left a 
guy on guard at that door for the rest of the con. 
Those union boys love those corks. 


So we had 25 cases of lukewarm fizz in the 
bathtub. We needed cold in quantity. Now, this 
hotel did not have ice machines; you had to pay 
for ice and tip a union flunky to bring it 
upstairs. That would never do. We did manage to 
bring some ice upstairs right through the front 
door; I think somebody told them we were freezing 
Larry Niven until somebody could cure his 
pneumonia, The lack of ice in a hotel was 
rankling, however, so we set our intellegence 
agents to work and found out where the hotel got: 
its ice. Deep, deep, below the deepest delvings 
of the dwarves, there were four monstrous ice 
machines, each able to deliver a smail glacier 
unassisted. It was only a short trot down the 
catacomb from the bottommost stop of a freight 
elevator cleverly nidden in the maid's closet. 
Also in the maid's closet were stack after stack 
of plastic ice buckets. Alas for temptation, and 
the Ice Raids began. 


In fours and fives we took the elevator, 
buekets in hand, and dodged busboys in the 
catacombs to scoop cubes out of the mouths of the 
monster icemakers. We pretty well filled the 
bathtub with ice, and soon had a dozen cases of 
icy beer and pop. 


Saturday's party began as soon as the well-run 
SunCon Masquerade was over. Just down at the end 
ef our fishy-smelling hall was the Louisville for 
NASFIC party, so people reeling out of Louisville 
would stumble into the GT room for a nightcap. 
Those who didn't care for all the techie-talk soon 
left, save for a hardcore group who took over 
Frank's room and sang Beatle songs most of the 
night. 


Two people signed up on the spot that night as 
new members of the GI family, both from Sweden, no 
less; Lars Fors and Johan Strandberg. Johan had a 
radio controlled model car to which he taped a 
floor mop head and renamed Albert the Tribble; 
later Albert could be seen everywhere, dodging 
between girls' legs and wearing an orange felt 
hat. He'll fit right in, Johan will. 


eA contingent from local TV Channel Six came by 


and took part in some intriguing conversation. 
Some even promised to become members. Stamps, 
anyone? Only a little more than half the liquid 
goodies had gone by Sunday morning, so we held a 
similar party Sunday night. Sunday afternoon we 
held a GT beach party, with guest. of honor 
Hugo-winner Phil Phoglio. Passing by the big 
bullet- proof glass windows through which one 
could Look into the huge salt-water pool, we had 


the inspiration that we could film a GT underwater 


ballet. 


Film we did, with various bodies writhing 


and twisting in what could only with difficulty be 


told from agony. 
the 
underwater when the water is 
sodium 


That, and Phil making faces into 
learned how hard it is to stay 
supersaturated with 
the end brute force 


camera. We 


chloride, but in 


triumphs. 


.two 
half-filled nine or 
threw 
placed one bucket on 
elevators 


By Monday morning there was still a 
of black cherry soda left over, we 
ten ice buckets with ice, 
in as -would fit, and then 
each of the hotel's many 
anonymous sacrifice. What 


case 
30 


or 


as many cans 


as an 


remained we left in the maids' closet, to show the 


unions we weren't hard asses, I 
now, 
cherry pop, cackling with delight. 


ean hear them 
ecorking and uncorking cans of black 
It's a damned 


happily 


crazy world. 
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A general purpose fieid strength meter for checking 
antenna performance. Thanks to WA3SWS. 
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SWITCHED SIDE 
OF Load 


GROUND OR CONS 
ser — MON SIDE OF 
Loan 


Hot line side finder — uses body capacity to light 
neon bulb — glows only when bulb connected to 
hot side of line — resistor value not critical. Thanks - - 
B. Sutphin of St. Petersburg FL. Could save your 
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BY BOB HALLORAN 


The Family D'tAlembert Series, by E. E. Smith 


with Stephen Goldin 


#4 imperial Stars #2 
Clockwork Traitor #4 Getaway 


Doe 


Stranglers' Moon #3 


World 


collaborations (Goldin 

fleshing out Smith's plot outlines) are classic 

space opera, as Jules and Yvette D'Alembert, 

natives of the high-gravity planet DesPlaines, 

members of the Circus of the Galaxy, a front 

organization, battle the dregs of half a hundred 

worlds in the service of the Empire. Our two 
do-gooders, trained from childhood, use their 

strength and skills to protect the Empire fron 

those who would overthrow it! 


These posthumous 


For the space opera fan, these stories provide 


the kind of slam bang action expected of a good 
Doc Smith yarn. Goldin does an excellent job of 
duplicating the style and dialog of the 
acknowledged master of the genre. George Barr has 
provided all cover art to date, and has done a 
fine job of it. For those who relished the 
exploits of Dick Seaton and Kim Kinnison, these 


tales are a welcome sight. 
09, 
s % 
CT 


Highly recommended. 


4° MANUAL 
\\ overrive 


Fig. 9-21, Light-octivated servomotor. 
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FROM GORDON GARB=-If you are in need of a good, 
cheap ASCII encoded keyboard, try Worldwide 
Electronics, 10 Flagstone Drive, Hudson NH 03051. 
I got an 86 key Hall-effect pullout board for $40 
+ $1.84 shipping and $2.20 tax. (Tax? Tax? Do 
you live in New Hampshire? What's this guy trying 
to pull?--Ed.) For a copy of their catalog, or to 
order, call toll free 800-258~ 1036. Master 
Charge accepted. 


FROM TOLLIVER~-Right now I'm drying a photo 
stencil for a silk screen that's going on a batch 
of golfers' crying towels. (I wonder if a 
techie's crying towel exists?) (It's hanging in my 
bathroom; my Kenwood TS520 just died. Sob.--Ed.) 
Provided this turns out I'm going to counterfeit a 
few GI- shirts...remember, I said I silk-screen 
circuits, well, shirts aren't so hard either. And 
no resist bath! (Feric chloride, anyone?) 


On robot Joe: Is it possible to outfit the wee 
bastard with caterpillar treads? Boston Gear 
makes a nice 4+" wide X 1 1/8 piteh chain/tread 
(originally for conveyor belt purposes). Two 
loops of this and drive gears (about 5" dia.) and 
Joe would maneauver like an unholy hybrid of an 
Artoo unit and a Jawa sandcrawler. I'm enclosing, 
some non-Xerox. spec sheets from their catalog. 
(They were very definitely non-Xerox sheets and 
would not reproduce on any of my machines. A 
shame; they were fascinating. Does anyone else 
have Boston catalog and aecess to a good copier? 
awewEd. 


(Note to Jeff Tolliver: I would like to see an 
article describing in great detail how to make 
photo silk screens. Include what sort of film you 
use and where you get it. When will it be in the 
mail?) 


FROM ROD SMITH~-It seems to me that gadgeteering 
science fiction writers don't write about what 
will happen so much as what they would like to see 
happen. In at least three of Doc Smith's 
universes the science is based on similar 
theories. Similar patterns can be found in a lot 
of vacuum-busting type stories and in many current 
ones. ‘Hard" science fiction writers are just 
techies, after all. 


(There's also the matter that writers like to 
write about -what they know. Frank Herbert knows 
desert ecology, hence Dune. Writers are also 
limited by what they know; hence George 0. Smith's 
two-ton triedes. ((Although in a modern story he 
immediately seized upon tunnel diode theory and 
began extrapolating by creating a ten-pound tunnel 
diode. Ahh, well.)) In any case, techies, in the 

inal analysis, are just humans, and all humans 
have their own visions of paradise. What's 
your s?——-Ed. ) 


From KOLLENBERG--Are GT-shirt iron-ons still 
available? What does CIAO mean? You mentioned 
the need for cheap coherent light for hologram 
viewing in #5. I understand that a monochromatic 
filter will do. 


(The T-shirt iron-ons are presently out of stock. 
However, see Tolliver's note above, and I have a 
silk screen myself. If I get some good draftsman 
to cut me a crisp GT stencil, I will be making 
T-shirts at SunCon. Bring your own shirt. CIAO 
is an Italian way of saying good-bye; it comes 
from the way Italians throw food at the end of 
plays and concerts. A good monochromatic filter 
helps a lot in hologram viewing, but again, the 
closer to true monochromatism you get, the 
brighter and sharper youz holographic 
reconstruction of a light wave-front will be, and 
no filter will ever be as good as true laser 
light. Incidentally, a very good article on laser 
diodes, by Forrest Mims, appears in the September 
issue of PE. But they're invisible! 


FROM STERNPERSONN (a.k.a. Paul Baumann)--I have 
several questions to pose to ail knowledgeable 
techies (I am as ashamed of being a techie as I 
was of being a soph--not at all) since I am unable 
to answer them myself: 


(1) If I have a circuit that will give optical 
pulses of a maximum duration of 40 nanoseconds 
each, and eye retention time is approximately one 
sixteenth of a second, how often will the pulser . 
have to pulse before it will give a visible 
output? 

r(2) Before I do something foolish, like filling it 
full of twelve molar ([{12]) sulphuric acid and 
running a line from it to Com Ed's local high 
tension line, is it possible to recharge a wet 
eell battery (in this ease a motorcycle battery) 
by connecting it to an equivalent DC voltage 
source? 


(3) Or would it be safer to take it to a gas 
station for a charge? 


(4) So far, It May Or May Not Come In The Mail has 
not mentioned Allied Radio; are they irreputable, 
or something worse, perhaps? 


(5) Where can I get any of the following? 

RCA SG 2002 (LD) 

SGD-O40 (photosensitive diode) 

CA 3035 (IC) 

SSL-55C (LED) 

GE SSL-5¢ (LED) 

Motorola MPS A1l2 (darlington transistor) 

HEP 312 (phototransistor) 

RCA $G2004,6,8, or an inexpensive DH, LOC laser 
diode? 


(Well. This is beginning to sound like the 

Playboy Adviser for techies. Help me out, guys. 

Anyway, Paul, 40 nanoseconds is an almighty short 

pulse; I'm not sure the eye could see oné at all, 

no matter how quickly they came on. If anybody 

else knows, write to Paul and give him the 

straight dope; I'm only guessing. A couple of 
megahertz sounds good to me. Why not rig a 
eircuit and try it? The very best way to charge 

ear battery types is to get a little plug-in 

charger from Sears and charge it overnight at a 

couple of amps. The idea in most charge circuits 
is to start with a relatively high, unregulated DC. 
source (at least twice battery voltage) and drop 
it through a suitable resistance to both bring the 
voltage down and to limit the charging current. 

Trickle-charging NiCads is possible, but it would 

take a geological eon to trickle charge a car 
battery, unless your trickle came out to a couple 
of amps (and that's no trickle.) Power supplies 

that can put out more than an amp take pig 
transformers that are expensive and hard to find. 

The Sears type chargers just rectify line voltage 
and drop it through resistors, but that doesn't. 
provide isolation and sounds dangerous to me if 
you do it yourself. Save hassles, put your. 
pennies away, and buy one. I do a number on 
Allied in this issue's Mail; check it out. I've 
never heard of most of those goodies in your 
shopping list, except that it sounds like youtre 
trying to build something off an RCA data sheet. 

LEDs are LED's, generally. Cheek the specs on 
those weirdies and see how much current they can 
handle, then choose a common type which can handle 
it as well. (Unless they're bipolar or something; 

then you're stuck and I simply scratch my head.) 

CA3035's can be had thru James Electronics for 
$2.48. Photodiodes and phototransistors can be 
had in large variety from Poly Paks. Whether or 
not you can substitute freely depends on what 
they're going to be doing. Read up on your 
semiconductor theory until you thoroughly 
understand forward and reverse current and 
resistance, beta, leakage, and cutoff frequencies. 
Then familiarize yourself with the specs of 
eommonly available parts. Radio Shack usually 
puts some kind of specs on the backs of their 
parts; go to Radio shack and take notes. In the 
final analysis, you may just have to plug it in 
and try it; hell, if everything worked the first 
time, what fun would techie-ing be? Sticking 
slavishly to part numbers on spec sheet eireuits 
is a good way to go broke, if you ean find 
anything to begin with. Laser diodes can be had 
from Poly Paks as well for nine bucks, type 
LASD59. I found no dealers who handle the MPS 
A12, however, the MPS A13 is a great little 
darlington and can be had from Digi-Key and other 
places. If anyone does know where. to get any of 
those other items, let Paul know right away. 

That's what we do this for, after all! 


FORKS AND D/EMONS 
BY MIKE O'BRIEN 


Last time things were a little abstruse so 
this time let's take a look at the sorts of things 
that are actually done on computers. Phat ought 
to please all the nertz and boltz types out there 


who go a little funny inside when all the squiggly 
symbols start flying. 


(By the way, did you hear the one about the 


00 uy 90 
sin(x) @€ a OS x2 ax? 
izg + 


You did? Well, then, never mind.) 


Now, then, to back up for some perspective. 
We mentioned last time some of the things that the 
operating system does, and some of the programs 
that it does it for. Of course, the whole thing 
is not much good if there isn't anything in par- 
ticular you want done in the first place. You 
generally have something particular in mind, even 
if you're just playing. 


Aside from the somewhat morbid and erashingly 
boring world known as “commercial data process~ 
ing", here are some of the things one does, and 
how one does them: 


Text Processing 


Wherein, you may ask, does a computer used for 
text processing differ from an IBM Selectric? 
Well, it's pretty good at shoving characters 
around without wasting any paper, Or any cut~and~- 
paste time. It can be used to justify text (that 
is, make both the left and right Margins even, as 
is done with PyroTechnics). These programs tend 
to get grossly Targér than one would expect, since 
they generally grow to support an incredible 
number of services. In the end they become a sort 
of computer language all their own, and the bare 
document gets sort of hard to read unless it's 
been through the document formatting program and 
had all the funny little commands stripped out. 
Document formatters can handle things like foot- 
notes, where they figure out when to stop spitting 
out text and start putting out the footnote, so Tt 
will fit on the page with nothing left over. Plus 
they do page numbering, section numbering, and all 
that there good stuff. 


But of course, you have to have some way of 
getting the text into the machine in the first 
place. It's not so easy to format documents you 
don't have available on the machine. So, we have 
a somewhat related class of programs: 


Editors 


These are programs used by humans to put. text 
into the machine. The text can be a document or 
the commands of a program or whatever. The sim- 
plest sort of “editor” would be a program that 
just reads whatever you type and puts it into a 
File on the disk (remember disks?). This isn't 
generally too useful, though, because people make 
a lot of typeing misteaks. Therefore, editors 
also let you fix up text as well as put in new 
text. They run in one of two modes, "command 
mode”, where they want you to tell them what to do 
(insert, delete, change, move stuff around), and 
“Sngert mode", where you're actually typing ma- 
terial to be saved. Getting from insert mode to 
command mode is a sticky point with many editors, 
since they have to have some character or charac~ 
ter sequence which means, "Don't put me in the 
file, I’m trying to get your attention, dummy!" 
Any conceivable character sequence one could ima- 
gine will be critical to somebody, somewhere, who 
just can't survive unless he can type it into his 
bloody file. You generally just have to teli him 
to insert something close to it, and then change 
it with the editor's change command to what he 
really wants. He will usually give you a funny 


look and point out to you how obviously useful his 
character seqvence is, that just happens to mean 
something special to the editor, and darkly sug~' 
gest you do something to fix the obvious idiocies 
of the people who wrote the editor. A stony gaze 
is a good thing to cultivate, just for situations 
like this one. 


But, finally, we come to the class of programs 
which are used to tell the computer what to do. 


Languages 


are crutches for humans. They mean nothing to 
computers. Each computer ever built had to he 
programmed by hand in pure machine code until a 
language could be written for it. (Well, that's a 
jie, but...) Languages are things that look very 
little like English, or anything else (even other 
computer languages, often), but which can be 
learned and manipulated by humans. The only trou- 
ble with learning computer languages is learning 
all the unstated assumptions that go with them. 
Such questions as, "What is a variable, ceally?" 
are quite uncomfortable. It's sort of Like ask~ 
ing, "What is ectoplasm?" Hard to get ahold of, 
and many deny their physical existence. Most com- 
puter science courses just start out telling you 
that there are these funny prayers you Say, and 
you manipulate them in this wise to get your 
answers out. Most people never progress beyond 
this stage. But there are wheels behind these 
prayers, in the finest Tibetan fashion, and true 
computer freeks like nothing better than to set 
them spinning in eccentric fashion. 


If there's a great outcry in favor (or even if 
there isn't), I'll spend some time next column on 


languages. 


STAR WARS 


. 

The local alternative lit'ry paper, which gen- 
erally reviews movies with its nose in the upper 
stratosphere, said in their capsule review, "You'd 
have to be dead not to enjoy this movie." They're 
right. 


: This movie has no characterization and very 
little plot, and it really shouldn't. This isn't 
a movie version of a novel at all, and anybody who 
struggled through the book should be able to tell 
that much at once. The movie and the book are al- 
most identical, right down to the descriptions and 
scenery, and the book is ghodawful. It is really 
very nearly unreadable. Anyone who reads it be- 
fore seeing the movie is. doing him or herself a 
real disservice. Anyone who reads the book after 
the movie, if forewarned, is definitely a maso- 
chist. This movie is a myth. 


_ Please go and see it at once — catch a ma- 
tinee, preferably, because they're cheaper and the 
lines don't go around the block at that hour of 
the day. But do it reasonably rapidly, since the 
prints are beginning to show some wear. This one 


will be around for awhile, friends. 
-~MOoOB 
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BY JEFF TOLLIVER 


nothing sacred? Must this go unpunished? 
I can almost visualize it now... 


A 200 mile long traffic jam threatens control 
of the Known expressways. [It is still forming and 
once finished will be the terror or the macadam. 


A daring young lady trash collector has stolen 

secret to the jam and is trying to eseape in’ 
her garbage truck. Unfortunately she is 
overhauled by a Greyhound bus driven by a leather 
fetisn freak who is also into Halloween. His name 
is Barf Fader, 


the 


She dumps the plans into an animated Lawson 
Torpedo trash can and jettisons it (along with its 
counterpart: a Dempster Dumpster that can't stand 
garbage) down to a nearby tattoo parlour. 


The Lawson and Dempster are both picked up for 
illegal parking by Lawlaws (a degenerate life form 
that enjoys harassing everyone else. ) 


They are bailed out of the impounding yard by 
Loose Seabpicker, an itinerant SF fan with a 
tendency to get involved in just about anything 


that comes along. 


While cleaning up the two trash containers 
Loose finds part of the plans to the jam. As they 
are seribbled on the back of the lady trash 


collector's picture (the one she had posed for in 
Hustler) he doesn't pay much attention to them. 
he little 


As for the picture, too 


wrapped up in it. 


gets a 


Checking further, he finds an old credit ecard 
issued to "One Old Bum Kentucky"...whom he 
identifies as the drunk living next door. 


deliver the somewhat stained plans 

Loose is almost done in by the 
Tuskless Raiders. These creatures were once the 
front four in the Oakland Raiders until they lost 
their front teeth in a scrimmage against the state 
girls' school. 


Trying to 
and credit card, 


They throw Loose for a loss of four on the 
first play and are huddling when this earsplitting 
sound erupts from around the corner. The four 
Tuskless Raiders panic and run. The sound was 
almost like that of a Mack truck sliding sideways 
straight at them. But it wasn't. It was One Old 
Bun Kentucky belching after his morning 
eye~opener. 


Bum staggers around the corner, trips over the 
Lawson Torpedo, bounces off the Dempster Dumpster, 
and spills a cold beer in Loose's face. Loose 
awakens from his knockout and recognizes Bum for 
his saviour. 


At Bum's hovel Bum tells Loose that his father 
was a Sterno like him. This is a startling 
revelation. Loose always thought his dad was just 
crazy. ; 


Fumbling through some junk Bum comes up with a 
long, shiny pointed object which he carefully 
gives to Loose. He says it was Loose's father's. 
Loose had seen one before but had never operated 
one. After all, easy open cans and bottles had 
almost obsoleted the venerable churchkey... 


How does it turn out? How do they stop the 

Why are they playing with can openers? Will 
Loose get a piece of ass? How ‘the hell should I 
know? The projector just broke and set the 
theater on fire! 


jam? 
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If any of you aren't in the habit of checking 


out Seientific American, 
your way to find the 
special devoted entirely 


make sure you go out of 
September issue. It's a 
to microelectronics, and 


the articles are terrific. As usual, the magazine 


presents 


and the illustrations drawn to 

particularly 
through the entire IC manufacturing 
to finish--it made me wonder how the hell a 


are lucid. One 


start 
7400 could ever sell for 
otherwise, considering 

making them. 


Anybody who 


some ‘ineredible photos of microcircuits, 


elarify the text 
good article gees 
process from 


nine cents, 
the hassles 
considers 


surplus or 
involved in 
himself a 


techie should pick it up. 
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System, 2 copies per second, 5 reduction levels, 
50 sorter bins, and a partidge in a toner tree. 
Take a good look. That's one heap of technology, 
boy. 
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